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Mr. Watson is the letter carrier who brings the mail 
to the street where Brian and Nancy live. 


The children run out to meet Mr. Watson. 

“Hello, Mr. Watson,” Brian calls. 

“Your bag looks heavy today,” says Nancy. ‘Where 
are you taking all that mail?” 

“My mailbag is very heavy,” answers Mr. Watson, 
“and all of the mail is just for this street.” 


They walk along with their friend. ‘| have a good 
idea,” he says. ‘Would the two of you like to visit 
the post office with me tomorrow? That is where 
| start my work every day. You can see where 
| get the mail for all the people on my route.” 
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Next morning, very early, Mother drives them 
to meet Mr. Watson in front of the big post office. 


“Do you come to work this early every morning?” 
asks Brian. 

“Yes, | start quite early. By nine o’clock 

| have everything sorted and ready to deliver.” 
“What time do you finish your work?” they ask. 
“In fine weather | can finish by three o’clock,” 
says the letter carrier, “but on a stormy day 

it sometimes takes longer.” 


Mr. Watson laughs at their many questions. 
“Come inside,” he says. ‘‘Perhaps we will be able 
to find some answers.” 











Just inside the building is a large room 

with a long counter. 

Behind the counter some people are selling stamps. 
Other men and women weigh parcels 

or sell money orders. 

Brian wants to Know why people buy money orders, 
and Mr. Watson explains. 


Nancy asks about the mailbox on the wall. 

“Some people mail their letters here 

in the post office,” says Mr. Watson, ‘“‘but most people 
put their mail in the red and white boxes 

along the streets.” 
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Mr. Watson opens a door marked NO ADMITTANCE. 


“Who works in here?” asks Brian. ‘“‘Is this where 
the mail comes in?” 


They look at the bin under the mail slot. 


They see bags of mail in a big cart. 
A man is emptying mailbags into smaller carts. 


“Where does all the mail come from?”’ Nancy asks. 
“How does it get here?” her brother wants to know. 
“Some letters and parcels are mailed right here 

in town,” Mr. Watson tells them. “But much of our mail 
comes from other cities and other countries. Perhaps 
you can guess how this mail is brought here.” 





: 


” 

= 
eee 
ree 
TRF 
ree 
ree 
ree 
gee 


| 1. }.poe 


ee Lge = 





Everywhere in the big room they see piles of mail. 
There are letters, papers, and parcels. There are 
large bags filled with mail. Many letters are sliding 
down chutes onto tables. 


“This is where all the mail that comes to this 

post office is first sorted,’’ Mr. Watson tells them. 
“What happens to it then?’’ Nancy asks. 

“Every piece of mail goes through many sortings,”’ 
the letter carrier answers. 





They walk along to another large room. 


“In this room the mail is sorted to go to 
other countries and other post offices in Canada,”’ 
Mr. Watson explains. ‘See, the boxes have 

_ different names on them.” 
The children can read some of the names. They 
see CALGARY, BRANTFORD, and U.S.A. 
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“The mail is kept very safe,” Mr. Watson tells 
the children. “See the strong locks on the mailbags.”’ 
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“But not all the mail goes to faraway places,” 
the letter carrier continues. “Let’s go upstairs now. 


‘Here is where the letter carrier’s work begins,” 
says their friend. 

In this room the children see many letter carriers 
in their uniforms. Each one has a cartload of mail 
beside him. It is the mail for his route. 

Very quickly, each letter carrier is sorting his mail 
into little boxes in front of him. There is a box 

for every house on his route. 


“Each letter carrier has his own sorting place,”’ 
Mr. Watson says to the children. “Here is mine.” 
They wait and watch while Mr. Watson 

carefully places his mail in the boxes for his route. 
It takes him a long time to sort and tie 

all the bundles of mail. Brian and Nancy see him 
pick up a letter for 8 Valley Drive. 
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Brian is looking at a map on the wall. 

“You walk a long way every day, Mr. Watson,” 

he says. 

“You are right, Brian. My route is nearly 

seven kilometres. Most letter carriers walk 

that far every day.” 

“You need those heavy shoes for such long walks,”’ 
says Brian. 

“Yes,” answers his friend, ‘‘and | need this good 
uniform too. | carry the mail in every kind of weather. 
| even have shorts to wear on hot days.”’ 

“You have other clothes too,” Brian says, ‘but | like 
your raincape best. It covers you and your mailbag 
on stormy days.” 





16 





i// 











iin 


17 





18 


Nancy looks at the mail in Mr. Watson’s boxes. 
“How will you carry all that?” she says. 

“Nancy, have you ever seen those green boxes 
that are on many streets?” 

Nancy nods. ‘Yes, there’s one near our house.” 
“A mail truck carries my load of mail to 

the green boxes on my route,” the letter carrier 
tells her. “One bag is for the box on Valley Drive, 
and one is for each of my other streets. The mail 
is locked in the boxes.”’ 


The large map on the wall shows all the streets 
on Mr. Watson’s route. The map has pictures 
of all the green boxes too. 
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Mr. Watson has now placed all his neatly tied 
bundles in the right bags. The bags are ready 
to go to the green boxes. 


Outside the post office, the mail trucks wait 
for their loads. The three watch 
as a shiny truck leaves with Mr. Watson’s mail. 


“Now,” calls Mr. Watson, “‘let’s go along 
to my first relay box.” 


Soon they stop beside the first green box. 

As Mr. Watson opens it with his key, the children 
can see the bag of mail left there by the driver 
of the truck. 
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“Before | came to the city,’ Mr. Watson tells the 
children as they walk along, “‘I lived in the country. 
| was a mailman for the farmers there.” 

“Did you deliver the mail in your car?” asks Nancy. 
“Yes, and| had asign on my car that said 

RURAL MAIL.” 

“We see the farmers’ mailboxes when we go to our 
cottage,” says Brian. “They are on posts 

beside the road.” 


“Some places don’t have mail delivery,” Nancy tells 
them. “My grandma lives in Redville and she has to 
get her own mail at the post office.” 

“That’s right,’ says Mr. Watson. “In smaller places 
people do go to the post office for their mail. Usually 
it isn’t very far to walk.” 
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“Mail delivery is very important work,” Mr. Watson 
explains. ‘‘Many people get paid by mail. Others get 
news of their families who are far away. 

Business people send out bills in the mail.” 


Now they are passing a big apartment building 
where many people live. 

“Do you bring mail to this building too?” asks Nancy. 
“No,” answers her friend, ‘another letter carrier 
does that. It takes a long time to sort and 

deliver mail for all the people who live 

in a big apartment building.” 


“Who takes the mail to a factory?” wonders Brian. 
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“Delivering mail can be dangerous,” says 

Mr. Watson. 

The children look surprised. 

Mr. Watson smiles. “Do you see that broom 

on the steps? If | don’t watch carefully, | can trip 


~ over something like that and have a bad fall.” 


Brian nods. “lll pick it up.” 

“Ice in the winter is dangerous too,” says Mr. Watson. 
‘“‘And then there are dogs. Some dogs are trained to 
protect their masters’ homes, but some just don’t 

like letter carriers.” 

Nancy thinks for a minute. “There are lots of things 
people can do to help you with your job,” she says. 
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“Valley Drive is the next street,”’ announces Brian. 
“We are almost home.” 

Mr. Watson reaches into the bottom corner of 

his mailbag. 

“Surprise,” he says. “Here is some mail for number 8 
Valley Drive. Who will deliver it?” 

The children laugh and take the bundle. 

Mr. Watson stops at the green box to put some more 
mail into his bag. 

“Good-bye, Mr. Watson,” the children shout. 
“Thank you very much for taking us with you today. 
It was fun.” 


The letter carrier waves, then putting his bag over his 
shoulder, he walks on to deliver the rest of his mail. 
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